THE  SPANISH WAR
Irun and San Sebastian, even when the roads were cut by-
barricades and trenches, and I hoped this time to do the
same and reach Burgos, which I had already learnt, from
my agents on the frontier, was the centre of the movement.
A feverish twenty~four hours' driving here and the* e in
my car ended, however, in my being brought before a
Red "Committee of Public Safety" seated in a school
house at Irun. I was escorted there by a acomrade?? in
blue overalls, who was carrying a loaded and cocked shot-
gun of an antique and dangerous-looking pattern The
school hall was filled with some three-score workmen,
students and youths, all carrying shot-guns, rifles, pistols
and even blunderbusses. Many of them were lying oa the
floor wrapped in their ponchos, great cloaks roughly
formed out of two blankets sewn together at one end,
with a hole for the head, fast asleep, but with their weapons
by their sides. Others were strolling up and down,
ceaselessly" ioiling cigaiettes, and the air was blue with
smoke. Seated at a table in a corner were some young-
sters loading and unloading their arms with inexpert
hands. I watched the rifle muzzles swing about in
every direction, and decided that it was the most trying
experience of my tiring day among the Reds. At one
end of the room were some Red girls
They were plump and attractive, two of them very
Spanish with raven black hair and great flashing eyes,
and two of them very blond, so blond that the aits of
the hairdresser had certainly been invoked. The tight-
fitting blue jumper of one of them revealed not only
gracious curves, but a heavy leather belt from which
hung two ammunition pouches and a long, ugly, bkck
automatic pistol.
"Is that your pistol, senorita?" I asked the gill. "Oh
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